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	The Lost Girl

Author's Note: I have butterflies in my stomach as I sit here about to post the first chapter of my first fanfic written [and put out there for people to read] in probably ten years. This is completely unbeta'ed, so please excuse any mistakes. I'll be posting it on and Ao3 later as soon as I remember how to and will edit to link it. This was inspired by a post I saw a few weeks to a month ago wherein Jennifer Morrison was dressed as the Abbess from "Albion".

This is a CS AU. I took quite a lot of lines directly from the show, both "Good Form" and "Shattered Sight"; though I twisted some of it to fit my purposes.

Hopefully you all enjoy the first chapter!

—–

_"Emma… Emma do you remember how much fun we had at the arcade last week?"_

_"Of course… best day I've had in a long time. How could I forget?"_

_"And do you remember how the lights in the game flickered? Right before you won?" Ingrid's smile, usually warm and comforting was turning unsettling to Emma._

_"Yeah… weird," Emma replied casually, hoping that the conversation would end there._

_"What if it was more than just weird? What if it meant you were on the cusp of a great self revelation?" Emma's eyebrows furrowed at Ingrid's words. All she said was she wanted to poof home like Harry Potter and now Ingrid was acting increasingly manic. She didn't have time to respond though as her foster mother grabbed Emma's arm and pulled her out into the street. "I think it's time," she said ominously._

_"What are you doing?!" Emma shouted as a car closed in on them._

_"Stop the car."_

_"WHAT?!"_

_"Trust your instincts. Do it! Stop the car!" Ingrid held fast to Emma's arm as the smaller blond struggled to get out of the way before they were both hit._

_"Let go of me!" Emma cried as she broke free from the first person she had trusted in a long time. So many thoughts were running through her mind she barely registered Ingrid calling her name from the street as the car swerved out of the way at the last minute to avoid hitting Ingrid. What the hell just happened? Why had Ingrid told her to stop the car! How the hell was she supposed to stop the car?! What was Ingrid thinking!?_

_"I'm sorry."_

_"Are you crazy? You almost killed me!"_

_"I made a mistake. When i was younger I had a traumatic experience that unleashed a power that I didn't even know that I had," Ingrid frantically tried to explain, reaching for Emma, who pulled away._

_"What are you talking about?" Emma demanded._

_"I thought that the arcade was a sign that you were coming into your own."_

_"You think I have powers? Like Harry Potter?"_

_"No. Emma, that's fiction. What you have is more real and more powerful than you can possibly imagine." Emma stared at Ingrid hard. She wasn't lying; but just because you believe something, doesn't make it the truth._

_"Great," Emma responded. "I should have known the only person willing to adopt me would turn out to be a nutjob."_

_Ingrid felt as though she'd been punched in the gut. "No, Emma…" she stared sadly, reaching for the smaller blonde._

_"Don't touch me!" Emma cried, wrenching herself from Ingrid's reach. "I thought…" she started, but like always words failed her in that moment; and then Emma Swan did what Emma Swan did best… she ran._

Emma didn't know how long it had been since she last thought about that night. If she knew then what she knows now, everything would be different. Ingrid had been kind to her, she would have been… should have been the family that Emma had always ached for. If Ingrid had gone about broaching the topic in any other way, maybe Emma would have been more inclined to listen and hear out what the older woman had to say; odd things always did have a way of happening around Emma, one of the reasons she bounced around the foster system so much. It didn't matter, not now anyway… you can't change the past and Emma had long since found herself a new family.

It was the night when she had to work the hardest, because at night, in the haziness between awake and asleep, you are all alone with your thoughts. At night, there were no distractions, no other boys to talk to, no games to be played; just you and your demons. They all cried at night.

She hadn't known what to do at first, it wasn't something that came naturally to her, the comfort that they needed. But the awkwardness of her first few months eased and she considered herself an expert now. If her gentle touch and soothing words weren't enough, she resorted to magic; a wave of her glowing hand and her boys would fall into a dreamless, easy sleep. She never had a mother herself, but Emma made sure that she was the best possible substitute for her boys… the Lost Ones…

It was hard not to believe when you are faced with Peter Pan himself. The Shadow had brought her to the island two years after the incident with Ingrid; swooped down out of the sky right as Emma was attempting to break into an old yellow Volkswagen Bug and carried her off.

_"My first lost girl…"_

_Emma dusted herself off and stared at the boy in front of it. She was dreaming… definitely this was a dream right? She looked around, she was encircled by a group of boys, varying ages ranging from very small, maybe three or four, to matching her own seventeen years; the older ones were holding torches illuminating the lush jungle around them. Definitely a dream._

_"Emma?"_

_She turned her attention back to the boy in front of her, the one that called her a 'lost girl'. That's an apt title, she chortled to herself. "Let me guess," she said with a cocked eyebrow. "Peter Pan?"_

_The boy gave her a crooked smile and then a sweeping bow. "In the flesh," he said as he came back up to meet Emma's stare. "Welcome to Neverland." _

_"I'm going to wake up soon," she said confidently._

_"I assure you Emma, this is no dream. This is Neverland, I am Pan, and there are my Lost Boys. We've been waiting for you for a long time."_

_"Say I believe you…" she started._

_"Oh but you do believe," Pan said cutting her off._

_"Excuse me?"_

_"You wouldn't be here if you didn't believe this was possible. It's kind of a thing here in Neverland… believing."_

_"Right," she said, looking around at the boys again. "Anyway… what do you want with me? You called me 'your first lost girl'… why buck the trend?"_

_"Like I said Emma, we've been waiting for you for a long time. You're so much more than just a 'lost girl'… but all in good time. Right now, what's most important are the boys, especially the little ones. They need someone to care for them, and that someone, dear Emma, will be you."_

_"Me?" she asked incredulously. "I think you're barking up the wrong tree here buddy."_

_"I am never wrong Emma. It's you, and your magic, that we need."_

_"Now I know you've got the wrong girl… magic isn't real."_

_"There you go again.. Saying things you don't truly believe. It's ok Emma, you will get there."_

_The longer Emma stood in the circle's center, the more she willed herself to wake up, but nothing came. Her lie detector had yet to go off once… but it can't… this isn't… _

_"You've had a long day, and traveling realms is hard, even on someone like you. We'll take you home now. And we can talk more in the morning."_

_Emma nodded numbly. This isn't real, she kept repeating. But the more she said it, the less she actually believed it. This was very real, she was in Neverland, traipsing through the jungle with Peter Pan and the Lost Boys. If it weren't so terrifying to think that this was actually all real, she would probably laugh at the ridiculousness of it. She started to hum 'Following the Leader' in spite of herself. The smallest boy came up next to her and took her by the hand, skipping next to her, picking up the melody and humming along with her._

_"Rufio will show you to your room inside, Emma. If you need anything, let him know. I will speak to you tomorrow."_

_They all entered a tree that, Emma had to admit, looked an awful lot like the Disney rendition that she grew up with, and littlest boy let go of her hand and scattered with the rest of them to the cubby beds she assumed they slept in. The only one that remained was Rufio, one of the oldest. The most notable of his features, Emma mused, was his hair; jet black that looked like he'd just fried himself on an electrical outlet, with three bright red stripe-like mohawks running down from the crown to the nape. He appeared off-put by Emma's presence and with a quick nod, lead her out of the great room and into a smaller side room._

_"This will be yours then," he told her. "Pan got the fairy to bring about some clothes for you, which are in that chest over there… water is outside, but you let me know if you need anything and I'll take care of it." _

_"Thank you," she said with a tentative smile that was briefly returned before she was left to her own devices. With nothing else to do, she laid down on the bed and closed her eyes. Her last conscious thought was that this was all a dream and tomorrow she would wake up and everything would be normal again… but that morning never came._

She had just calmed her sweetest little Toodles down again for the second time that evening when Pan came into the great room.

"Princess," he greeted her with a smile and a mock bow.

Emma laughed and touched the crown of blue forget-me-nots that was laid on her golden curls. "Toodles and Nibs made it for me when we were playing earlier." She removed the flower crown and waved her hand over it, it shimmered white with magic for a moment, and then replaced the forever preserved flowers back atop her head. "It took them so long to get it perfect," she explained.

Pan nodded. It had taken a while, but Emma took to her role as den mother perfectly. The boys spoke less about their 'old lives' and cried out at night less since she had come to be with them. The younger boys thought of her as their mother, the older ones considered her their big sister. She'd been there for years already, even by Neverland's standards… happy with her scrappy boys. But there was a change in the wind, and something was coming to his island… something that would change the happy balance they had made for themselves.

"I feel it too, you know," she said. "It's not a person with magic… but it's magic all the same."

"I should have known you would," he replied. The pair were close, always knowing what the other was thinking. They alone seemed immune to the loneliness of the night, bonding over it in the early days. Pan and his Lost Girl… the leader and his second in command… He'd brought her here, and would keep her here no matter what the costs. "You'll come with me then?"

"Of course," she said, leaning to take his hand, as they disappeared in a puff of opalescent white smoke.

They appeared down on the shore, where the haze of daylight was starting to show itself. Hidden in the brush behind the beach, the pair saw a large ship sat in the water of the cove, and Emma told Pan that it held the magic she felt. Two sailors came ashore on a smaller boat, talking about some kind of mission and a plant that would heal all wounds.

"Are you two lost?" Pan asked, appearing behind the men. The startled sailors drew their swords and Emma puffed herself into the scene, freezing the men where they stood. "You look lost to me," Pan quipped. Emma understood the weight of those words, even if the uniformed men did not.

Though she'd stopped their movement, the men were allowed still to speak and so the curly haired one did. "Identify yourselves."

"I'm Peter Pan, this is Emma. We live here… who are you?" Pan motioned for Emma to release them, and so she did, trusting that Pan knew what he was doing. The dark haired one couldn't have been much older than she appeared, the curly haired one perhaps ten years more than his companion.

"I am Captain Jones," the older one said, as the pair put their swords away. "And my lieutenant," he said indicating to the darker haired one. "We're here by order of the King," he said as if it should impress them. But neither Pan nor Emma were paying much mind to Captain Jones; Pan was eyeing the lieutenant curiously, noting that that man's eyes had not once left Emma since she'd appeared, while similarly Emma seemed quite taken with him. This wouldn't do.

"The King, huh?" Pan replied, looking back to Captain Jones. "We don't have any kings in Neverland… just me," he added more menacingly than Emma had ever heard him speak, drawing her attention away from the young lieutenant back to Pan.

"That's funny," Captain Jones replied, though Emma failed to see the humor. "We seek this plant," he informed them holding out an illustration. "Now tell us boy, where can we find it?"

"Your king sent you for this plant?" Pan huffed out in a half laugh, showing the picture to Emma who's eyes went wide.

"You know it?" Captain Jones asked them.

"Dreamshade," Emma said to Captain Jones. She turned to the lieutenant, "It's the deadliest plant on the island."

"Your King is really ruthless," Pan told them with a smirk and a cock of his eyebrow.

"Nonsense!" Captain Jones exclaimed.

"It's medicine," the lieutenant said, Emma noting the low timbre of his voice.

"It's doom," she told him. The Captain appeared to be getting restless, rolling his eyes at them, but the lieutenant took in the earnestness of her voice.

"Why fight a messy battle when you can kill an entire army with the sap of one plant?" Pan questioned. The sailors seemed to consider his words while they took a sidebar to themselves. Emma looked at Pan, who was smiling wickedly at the sailors.

"Is it possible," Emma heard the lieutenant ask, "The King would turn poison upon our enemies?"

"Don't be so gullible," the Captain said turning back to them. "These two are playing games with us, and I'm quickly tiring of them," he continued, taking the drawing from Pan's hand. "Come we should keep moving." The Captain walked off, leaving behind the lieutenant who lingered, looking back between Pan and Emma, but he too walked off.

"Don't say I didn't warn you," Pan called after them with a wave.

"We can't let them take –"

"We can and we will, Emma. I tried to warn them, you tried to warn them.. They didn't listen."

"I'm going after them."

"It will do you no good Emma… adults only believe what they want to believe. That one… that Captain Jones… has such blind faith in his King that you won't get through no matter what you do."

"But the lieutenant then…"

"Best you just leave it alone Emma," Pan said with the hint of threat to his voice.

"I'm going to help them," she growled, her stubborness rearing it's head. "I would like your help. Please Peter."

Pan relented. "I could deny you nothing Princess, come on then."

They appeared shortly after the Captain collapsed. "We tried to warn you," Pan said. "He'll be dead the moment the poison reaches his heart."

"Please," the lieutenant begged. "He's my brother, he's all I have left."

"Well then maybe you shouldn't have goaded him into it!"

"He's so stubborn… I didn't mean to…" Lieutenant Jones' voice broke. In a moment of resolve he looked up to them, to Emma. "Can you help me?"

Emma nodded at Pan, who rolled his eyes, "Well, it might not feel like it… but today's your lucky day."

"There's a way to stop him from dying," Emma said softly.

"Tell me."

Pan moved to the entrance of a cave, hidden by vines, and waved his hand. The vines parted and revealed a natural spring within the cave. "This spring, these waters are rich with the powers of Neverland. It's what keeps this land and all on it so… young."

"If one were to drink directly from it," Emma explained. "It's powers could cure any ailment."

"Thank you," Lieutenant Jones said humbly, making his way into the cave.

"But," Pan said, grabbing him by the shoulder. "I must warn you… all magic comes with a price. And that spring is no exception… don't leave the island unless you're willing to pay it."

"Of course, whatever you want… it's yours…"

Emma and Pan watched at the sailor filled up a flask with the spring's water. "He doesn't understand," Emma said. "You can't let him think the debt is to you. You and I both know it doesn't work like that, Peter…"

"You asked for my help, Emma, and it was freely given. Whatever Lieutenant Jones and his brother do now is their problem. Now… come, let's go home. Toodles and Nibs will be waiting anxiously for their Princess." Pan extended his arm to her, and hesitantly, Emma took it. She could not shake the feeling that she should be doing more for the brothers. But Pan was right, they helped… what the brothers did now was their own problem.

With one last glance at the Lieutenant, she and Pan disappeared into a puff of smoke.

She felt it… when night had fallen across the island, she felt the burning of whatever magic had brought the brothers to them earlier that day. It was far, far away… but still her spine tingled and her palms itched as she felt the magic dissipate from one object and move into another; the body of the ship itself. She couldn't see him, couldn't hear him… but even across the vast expanse between them, she felt him. The dark haired lieutenant who had been a stranger this morning… was still a stranger… and yet…

Emma felt his pain, his anguish over his brother's death… a death that could have been avoided if they were more straightforward with the sailors. She was guilty of lying by omission and great sorrow overtook her as she felt that poor man's heart grow black with a wisp of darkness.

"I told you it was best to leave it alone, Emma," Pan said from the doorway, turning his back on her and closing the door as he went.

For the first time, in all of her time in Neverland, Emma felt wrong, sad, and alone.

The cried of the Lost Ones were especially loud that night...


End file.
